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PART ONE;; PROLOGUE 

With b r e a t h  a l i v e  wi th in  our  breast, 
w i t h  senses  f i v e  at  our  behest ,  
w i th  blood bowels bone f l e s h ,  
our  s o u l s  and bodies  t r e a s u r e  l i f e ,  
We seek our  peace, avoid the s t r i f e  
and hope f o r  what our whole r e f r e s h ,  

We thinkc Perhaps the  pas t  was b e s t ,  
our  p resen t  time t h e  most d i s t r e s s e d .  
We judge one age t h e  b e s t  t o  d i e  
when judging of another ' s  f a t e :  
That  one 's  t o o  soon, 

t h e  n e x t  t o o  l a t e :  
s h i r k i n g  t h e  thought 8 

I n  graves  w e ' l l  l i e .  

Today we speak of dea th ;  n o t  which 
b e f e l l  t h e  mighty o r  t h e  r i c h ,  
n o r  came by plagues 

nor  came by chance, 
n o t  which t h e  brave 

i n  wars have sought 
nor  first t h e  dead 

had faced  i n  thought, 
Mere babes have danced 

t h i s  d e a t h l y  dance, 

Were t h e s e  innocents  due t o  d i e  
f o r  s i n s  t h a t  first i n  Eden l i e ?  
O r  have they  sinned by being born 
i n  midst  of famine, s o c i a l  s t r a i n ,  
a t  c o s t  o f  wealth,  maternal pain,  
unto a world by problems t o r n ?  

It may be b e s t  they  d i e  t h e  f irst  
of C h r i s t i a n  s a i n t s ;  

o r ,  far t h e  worst ,  
t h e i r  k i l l e r s  j u s t l y  

hellward trudge. 
I know t h e  s t o r y  which I t e l l  
with t r u s t  my verse 

is w r i t t e n  wel l ,  
I s h a l l  no t  s e t  myself t o  judge. 

Note: Second t o  las t  l i n e  of 
Prologue t o  be read thus  when 
r e c i t i n g :  "With t r u s t  my v e r s e  

i s  spoken well." 



Herod speaks 

I welcome both of you t o  my poor land,  
and i n  your q u e s t  

I o f f e r  f r i e n d s h i p ' s  hand, 
Long have I ru led  

t h i s  Jewish commonwealth 
i n  open j u s t i c e ,  

banning t r eachery ' s  s t e a l t h ,  
How hard upon my heavy burdened h e a r t  
l i e s  weight t h a t  when 

I w e l l  am dead, t h e n  start 
f r a t e r n a l  c o n f l i c t  , 

civil s t r i f e  most f o u l ,  
rending  of t h e  s o c i a l  f a b r i c ,  howls, 
h a t e f u l  blows, deadly schemes & war 
which our  Augustan world-wide 

peace would mar. 
Those s e c t s  who seek 

ascendency and power 
shall have s t e a r n  Roman 

vengeance on them shower. 
Welcome is t h e  godly news you br ing:  

Jahweh himself annointed Judah's king; 
of  David's House i n  Bethlehem was born 
w h o ' l l  mend our  p o l i t y  s o  s o r e l y  torn .  

The first l%agus speaks 

Are we s o  welcomed 
i n  our t r a v e l s  here? 

Your welcome's much more 
welcomed t o  our  e a r .  

Fa r  is t h e  d i s t ance ,  
long is the  journey we made; 

f a s t  we went 
i n  fear our  s t a r  would fade ,  

We su f fe red  hunger, t h i r s t ,  
much c o s t  and t h e f t ,  

bu t  o the r s '  scorn  
was burden's g r e a t e s t  h e f t ,  

Who would t r a v e r s e  such d e s e r t s ,  
c ross  each mount, 

and seek not wealth 
but holy wisdom's fount?  

And who would ask 
companionship wi th  us?  

None save Herod, 
g r e a t  and prosperous. 

The second lkams s ~ e a k ~  

lkly f e l low biagus' well considered word 
accept ,  J u s t  King, 

who mer i t  a l l  we heard 
t o  honor you. 



Herod speaks 

Good Magi, I accept ,  
while  owning 

t h a t  f o r  God t h e  c r e d i t ' s  kept* 
You'd do me honor? Best give me joy* 
Rela te  what w i t f u l  magic you employ 
t o  g r a s p  the  s e c r e t  

message of t h e  Lord. 
By r e v e l a t i o n  only,  known, adored 
and named t h e  God of Israel  i s  he, 
Thru prophets  l e a r n ,  

t h r u  p r i e s t s  we pray and p lea ;  
t h e  Gen t i l e  world 

by u s  shall see  t h e  l i g h t ,  
How g r e a t  t h e  wonder! 

I n  t h e  s t a r  f i l l e d  n igh t  
you found t h e  e s o t e r i c  key t o  f a i t h ;  
your s e c r e t s  sha re ,  

t o  f i r m  me on my path. 

The first hagus speaks 

We, b r o t h e r s  by both parents ,  
worked f o r  yea r s  

t o  t u r n  t o  our  advantage 
o t h e r s '  f e a r s .  

P r e f e r r i n g  g u i l e  t o  j u s t i c e ,  f o o l e r y  

t o  wisdom's guidance and t o  l i b e r t y  
t h e  se rv i tude  of tyranny and ga in ,  
no v i r t u e  j u s t  could we a t t a i n ,  
Did we employ a magic goodly, w i t f u l ?  
Rather,  magic makes the  mind f i t f u l ,  
d r i v i n g  wisdom, 

courage, prudence out ,  
Our a s t ro logy  was greedy, 

no t  devout, 
u n t i l  we r e a l i z e d  each char ted  s tar  
keeps ordered s e r v i c e  i n  i ts  orb ,  

None mar 
f a i r  na ture  ' s wholesome, 

seamless t a p e s t r y  
save we, who changed 

our  ways repentent ly ,  
To prove our  h e a r t s  converted 

t o  t h i s  king, 
our  wealth 

and elements of c r a f t  we bring. 
The th ings  which e v i l  used 

become h i s  use 1 
t h i s  way ourse lves  

from f o l l y  can we loose.  



Well spoken, wise 
and j u s t l y  Nlagus, I e r r  . 

by inauspic ious  terms which may d e t e r  
your t e l l i n g  me 

how came t h i s  grace t o  you, 
Rela te  your s t o r y  

s t r a i g h t ,  d e t a i l e d  and t r u e ,  

The second Magus s ~ e a k s  

Two yea r s  p a s t  t h i s  coming wintertime 
we s a w  a star a s t r a n g e r  t o  our clime. 
We judged it p o r t e n t  

of d iv ine  new season, 
Studying a l l  views of f a i t h  & reason 
we found one God of u n i v e r s a l  might 
whom h o l i n e s s  and j u s t i c e  but  d e l i g h t ,  
A God n o t  c r e a t u r e  of a people 's  w h i m  
b u t  Fa the r  t o  a n a t i o n  honoring him, 
H i s  chosen r a c e  t h e  s tock  of Abraham; 
y e t  t r u l y  Lord 

of Japheth ,  Sem and Cham, 
To us, as once t o  Nineveh, he s e n t  
a n  angel  messenger t o  say: "Repent! 
Have done wi th  e v i l  ways, ' 

God's. t a s k  t o  f a c e  

and manifest  t o  a l l  h i s  sav ing  grace ." 
From out  Arabia we journeyed f o r t h :  
each n i g h t  our omened star 

l e d  west by nor th ,  
We braved elements and our  own f e a r :  
now wearied, y e t  eager ,  

ton igh t  we go from here  
t o  f i n d ,  i n  unknown home, 

t h i s  c h i l d  of peace, 

Herod s ~ e a k s  

To sin-bound men 
your message b r ings  r e l e a s e .  

Tar ry  no longer,  bu t  hurry,  go: 
Your star shines  even now t o  show 
t h e  road you wander till you f i n d  
our  common king, But mind! 
I make ready t o  go. 
Send word t h a t  I might know 
who owns my r o y a l t y  
and my loya l ty ,  

The second Magus speaks 

We s h a l l  r e t u r n  
t o  br ing  you informationt  

whom you yearn t o  o f f e r  adora t ion ,  



Alone. Herod s ~ e a k s  t h i s  s o l i u a u y  1 

Well Herod, once more but  heavenward dl 
comes t h r e a t  

t o  sna tch  your r i g h t f u l  crown. 
Again pern ic ious  Arab p l o t s  

are hatched, 
consp i r ing  wi th  t h e s e  

wretched I s r a e l i t e s  
t o  chal lenge Rome. 

Yet worse, t o  challenge me 
who guard f r o n t i e r s  

which even Caesars c a n ' t ,  
Haht Caesars! Seven I manipulate 
i n  t u r n ,  t o  each an  enenmy then  f r i e n d ,  
With ease  should naked power dominate, 
y e t  Herod turned 

Rome's power t o  h i s  ploy. 
Oh, Shameless Fortune, 

knowing no t  who best 
can use your g i f t s ,  

you squander chance on foo l s .  
They s t and  upon t h e  crossroads 

of t h e  world, 
t h e s e  Jews, who wasted 

fivefold kingdoms g r e a t ,  
Th i s  l a s t  t h e y  used 

t o  g a t h e r  vanquished foreskins!  

How small my p r i c e  
t o  sna tch  Wasmonean throne. 

So I r u l e  over David's realm, 
Oh would 

t h a t  they  were worthy 
of my leadership!  

For i f  t h e  Jewish state 
were wise as Rome, 

Augustus would be Herod - and herod he! 
Those Magi, wise & learned.  

Goodsome fools!  
They ' l l  do my w i l l  

and save me p r i c e  of s p i e s ,  
But now's t h e  time my dynasty un i t e s .  
To start, I ' l l  summon 

a l l  my s e v e r a l  sons. 
No. ~ a l f  and h a l f  again have paid 

f o r  t r a i t o r ' s  r o l e  
and cursed ambition's p l o t ,  

A s  has my c h o i c e s t  bride, 
sweet lblariamne . 

IVlother too ,  And most my Idumeans. 
Let  the  watchful  k ing  

but  
he f i n d s  

no t  

s l i g h t l y  nod, 
t h e r e ' s  none t o  t r u s t ,  
even God! 



An Angel speaks t o  t h e  Ma~i  , , 

Your gifts you brought; 
your homage paid.  
You must evade 
what Herod sought. 
He l i e d  t o  you. 
H e ' l l  s t r i k e  wi th  sword 
t h e  newbord Lord. 
The c h i l d ' s  f a t h e r  too  
w a s  warned I "Depart 
by s e c r e t  way." 
So leave  t h i s  day, 
Right  now. Kake s t a r t !  

The first Magus speaks 

Dear guardian angel ,  
who t h r u  t h e s e  years  

has  guided u s  & succored u s  i n  t e a r s ,  
a pledge we gave t o  mighty Herod king 
t o  take  him news 

about t h i s  wondrous th ing .  
you need n o t  f e a r  

f o r  s a f e t y  of t h i s  babe, 
f o r .  . . . 

The Angel speaks 

Which of us 
is messenger 
and counselor 
of God most g l o r i o u s ?  

The second Mapus speaks 

Obediently we go. 

Herod speaks on hear ing  
of the  Magi's depar ture  

What s o r t  of Lord is t h i s  
t o  l ead  t h e  wise amiss? 
Is God, who candor made, 
by broken word obeyed? 
He played on me d e c e i t ;  
I ' l l  l a y  t h e  jus t  r e c e i p t  
upon t h i s  newborn's head, 
h e ' l l  pay i n  o t h e r s o  s tead .  
Which male c h i l d  might he be? 
Damn a11 by one decree! 



PART 4 t INNOCENTS OF BETHLEHEM DIE 

The Captain s ~ e a k s  t o  t h e  s o l d i e r s  

A s o l d i e r ' s  duty  i s  a  sacred t r u s t ;  
h i s  own r e b e l l i o u s  h e a r t  

he must d i s t r u s t ,  
Informed a u t h o r i t y  t h e  l a r g e r  scheme 
surveys and can 

t h e  course of jus t i ce  deem, 
A harmful growth t h e  doctors  c u t  away 
wi th  hea l thy  f l e s h  

s o  i l l n e s s  g a i n s  no sway. 
You a r e  t h e  scalpel 

i n  King Herod's hand; 
your only s i n s  t o  f a i l  i n  h i s  command. 
Here is  t h e  l i s t  of babes 

who chance might be 
usurper  t o  t h e  throne ,  Do your duty! 

F i r s t  house 

 FATHER^ You may n o t ,  i n  v i o l a t i o n  of 
the law, t ake  my c h i l d  away f o r  
execut ion.  

SOLDIER: There is a newly sanct ioned 

law, whereby a l l  males under two 
years of age i n  Bethlehem and its 
d i s t r i c t  must die. 

FATHER: Note we l l  i n  your r epor t  
t h a t  once I knew what t h e  law required 
of me, I made no objec t ion .  

Second house 

SOLUILSR: Madame, I know how wel l  
you love your son, Yet love f o r  one 's  
country should be as g r e a t ,  f o r  a son 
is only p a r t  of one 's  country.  We 
have t o  be su re  t h e  one c h i l d  we a r e  
after is  k i l l e d  o r  even more sons 
w i l l  have t o  d i e  l a t e r ,  

MGTHZR: You need n o t  preach t o  me of 
my p a t r i o t i c  duty. I gave my f a t h e r  
& husband as s o l d i e r s  who d ied  f o r  
t h i s  country,  liow my son is a s o l -  
d i e r  and s h a l l  be honored f o r  h i s  death.  

Third house 

YOUNG UNWLD biOTHER: I could never 



have been a b r i d e  & would always be a 
shame t o  my fami ly ,  And t h e  poor c h i l d ,  
growing up a n  ou tcas t .  He is saved 
from t h a t .  

Fourth house 

SOLDIZR; I ' m  ve ry  sor ry .  This  is t h e  
only house wi th  two sons of t h e  pro- 
s c r i b e d  age,  And such b r i g h t  eyed 
twins  of s p i r i t ;  much l i k e  my own. I 
promise they '  11 d i e  pa in less ly .  

GUNDFATHSR; Well, maybe i t ' s  a l l  f o r  
t h e  bes t .  The fami ly  is t o o  big. We 
would no t  have enough food f o r  t h e  
o t h e r  c h i l d r e n  i f  these  two had t o  
be f e d  a l l  winter .  

F i f t h  house 

HUSBAND: Dear sweet wife ,  be consoled 
i n  your l o s s .  He was our f i r s t  and 
only c h i l d ,  bu t  we a r e  s t i l l  young. 
Besides,  without  t h e  g r e a t  c o s t  of t h e  
baby whom we r e a l l y  couldn ' t  a f fo rd ,  
we can get t h e  t h i n g s  we needed b u t  

never  had. He would say t h e  same 
t h i n g  i f  he could,  f o r  he loved you. 

gIFEr Sweetheart ,  what a good hus- 
band and f a t h e r  you are .  A s  you s a i d  
be fo re ,  we should accept  r e a l i t y  & do 
our  b e s t ,  Tomorrow, we w i l l  get t h e  
a l a b a s t e r  t a b l e  we always wanted & 
p u t  it i n  h i s  s p e c i a l  play corne r  t o  
remind us of him. 

S i x t h  house 

SOWI3Rt And s o ,  sir, p o l i t i c a l  ne- 
c e s s i t y  demands t h a t  we be s u r e  t o  
t a k e  the  one c h i l d  with whom t h e  House 
of 3avid plans t o  s tar t  a new dynasty,  

FATHiiR, AFTER TH& SOLDIER UAVESt 
What nonsense! Does he r e a l l y  be l i eve  
it? Anyway, what a r e  a few dead 
bab ies  i n  t h e  list of Herod's bloody 
deeds? k t  l e a s t  I know of a n o t h e r  
who l o s t  a son as I have. He w i l l  
s u r e l y  jo in  t h e  Hasmonean Par ty .  
Herod, you d id  yourself  n o t  me  ill by 
murdering my c h i l d ,  f o r  we h e i r s  of  
Judas  Machabeas w i l l  grow s t r o n g e r ,  



Captain t o  t h e  s o l d i e r s  

Seven suspec t s  sought$ seven 
k i l l e d ,  The body count t a l l i e s ,  
Well done, men. Sargeant ,  form 
ranks and march t h e  company 
back t o  F o r t  iierodion. There 
w i l l  be a f u l l  dressed review 
tomorrow a t  r e v e i l l e ,  

A s o l d i e r  t o  h i s  companion 

I thought  t h e r e  were e i g h t  
c h i l d r e n  who had t o  be killed, 

There a r e  e i g h t ,  The Captain 
i s  t a k i n g  care  of the  e igh th  
one himself.  I n  Rama, near  
Rachel 's  tomb, a t  h i s  own home, 

The lamentat ion 
of the Capta in ' s  wife 

Dear Rachel, sweet Rachel, 
would t h a t  I could bury 
sorrow's  memory i n  your tomb, 

Oh Rachel, good Rachel, 
would t h a t  t e a r s  could sooth t h e  pa in  
of  fol lowing,  y e t  fol lowing t h a t  bier .  

May my voice be heard i n  Rarna, 
t h e  voice of many R a  che ls  unconsoled 
wai l ing  f o r  t h e i r  i n f a n t s  

who are no more, 

A c r u e l  new maidenhood 
i s  pressed upon me, 

as p a t e r n a l  sword s t r i k e s  damnation 
t o  t h e  suckl ing  a t  my b r e a s t .  



PART FIVES EPILOtiLlIi 

My ve r se  is done. 
I n  u s  though 

the s t o r y  is  never done. 
That  t y r r a n t s  might r u l e  

o r  merchants prosper,  
f o r  sake of those  

wi th  s t r o n g e r  wants, 
l e s t  Caesars  be d isp leased ,  
would we t h i n k  

one babe is we l l  dead? 
Like f e a r f u l  f o o l s ,  

when e v i l  makes demand, 
do we p r e f e r  t o  shed our freedom? 
To e s t a b l i s h  a v i s i o n  of justice, 
could we brave a mocking word, 
much more, a t h r e a t e n i n g  sword? 
We can scorn  a moral star 
t o  buy a candle ;  
bu t  whose l i f e  s h a l l  be t h e  p r i c e ?  

The end. 


